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done ! " Two shots right at him,  a shout:   " Take hinv
alive ! JJ  Before him he saw the ribbons of a sailor's caj/
with the tarnished gold of a ship's name on it.  Gripping the
stirrups with his feet, Gregor felt his sword sink into the
sailor's soft body.  The second sailor managed to send a
bullet through the flesh of Gregorys left shoulder before M
fell beneath Prokhor's sword, his head cloven in two. At
the sound of a rifle magazine Gregor turned :   the little
black eye of a rifle barrel was staring at him from behind
the machine-gun.  He dodged the bullet which whistled past
his head, flinging himself sideways with such force that the
saddle shifted and the snorting, terrified horse swayed, then
jumped across the centre-pole of the cart and cut down the
man, before he had time to reload his rifle,
In the flash of a moment he had sabred four sailors and,
not listening to Zykov's shouts, would have galloped in
pursuit after a fifth running round the corner of the alley'.
But the squadron commander galloped in front of him and
seized his horse by the snaffles :
" Where are you going ? They'll kill you ! They've got
another machine-gun behind the shed there."
Two more cossacks and Prokhor, who had dismounted,
ran to him and pulled him forcibly from his horse. He
struggled in their hands, shouting:
" Let me go, you snakes !  I'll kill them ... all of them."
" Gregor Pantalievich 1 Comrade Melekhov! Come to
your senses ! " Prokhor pleaded with him.
" Let me go, brothers ! " he asked in a different, fading
voice. They released him. The squadron commander
whispered to Prokhor:
" Put him on his horse and lead him back. I think he's
ill."
He was about to go to his own horse, but Gregor threw
his cap to the ground and stood swaying. Suddenly grating
his teeth, his face contorted terribly, he groaned and began
to tear open the fastenings of his greatcoat. As the squadron
commander stepped back towards him he fell where he
stood, headlong, his bare chest against the snow. Weeping
and shaking with his weeping, he began to mouth like a dog
at the snow under the fence. Then, in a moment of horrible
clarity of mind, he tried to get up. But he could not and,
turning his tear-stained, distorted face to the cossacks